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PREFACE AND DEDICATION. 



My Preface is an apology, I know the public to 
be overburdened with rhyme, and thai it is cruel as 
well as foolish to plcue a Uist straw on the back of 
any camel; but the straw if devoured! this is the 
question, Sdme years ago being diffident of the 
praise of one who in poesy could afford to be generous, 
I sent the MS, to another editorial friend of my 
prose, whose verdict was quite the reverse I When 
critics differ^ wise folk prefer pecue to poetry, so the 
lines were laid by. Publishers however wiU lead 
to the printer's devil;— to mine I DEDICATE 
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this booklet^ if a failure as compensation for his loss, 
but should the straw be devoured, I DEDICA TE 
success to those legal allies who have earned gratitude 
and respect from 

The Scribbler. 



INVOCATION. 



Time is the test that tries terrestrial things, 
Patience the crucible for sure essay, 

Hope gives the heat that ebullition brings. 
Sorrow the acid purging dross away ; 

Time, Patience, Hope, with Sorrow must combine 

In the high numbers waking chords divine. 

Wealth wins the world, a wanton wearing wings. 
Pleasure a phantom tempting to betray. 

Pride a thick veil which folly often flings, 
Self-love a canker feeding on decay ; 

Wealth, Pleasure, Pride, with Love-of-self confine 

Eyes to the dust, unworthy dreams are thine. 

6 2 
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Love lends the lilies, Love the lowly lings, 
Beauty bestowing on the grave and gay, 

Thought gives the wild-bird trill the linnet sings. 
Solitude speaking from the hidden spray ; 

Love, Beauty, Thought, in Solitude entwine 

Some scintillations round thy feeblest shrine. 
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Right bold is he, — perhaps unwise, — 
Who, reckless, rhyme seductive tries ; 
But female weakness with it brings 
A claim to do peculiar things. 
Mine is a most inquiring mind, 
I long to know what ev'ry kind 
Of creature underneath the sun 
Will do, is doing, or has done : — 
At home, of late, investigation 
Has so infected all the nation. 
That sages with diploma blest 
View ev'ry subject quite undrest. 
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And nothing now remains to ask, 
Save how the sages end their task ; — 
A question which I*m too polite 
To entertain, — ^what is, is right 

No doubt some foreign climes remote 
Would yield a pilgrim much to note ; — 
There's Africa ! whose inner land 
In ancient maps appeared as sand, 
Now known to be a plateau high, 
Containing lakes by no means dry : — 
How fine to watch untutored souls 
Where Nile her ancient torrent rolls ; 
And wisdom on those souls to graft ! — 
But there's that villainous witchcraft ; — 
'Twere painful, were a king unwell. 
To perish for one whisper — spell ! 

New Zealand I should like to scan 
For sage Macaula/s coming man ; 
And I would view the red-skin race 
Whose traits F. Cooper loved to trace ; 
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But planks in Platform-land will split, 
A fault in grain the cause of it, 
And, if I *scaped the scalping knife, 
I'd be annexed ! — ^a Mormon wife ! 
So passing thence to Ind, where now 
Our most enlightened seeds we sow, — 
To reap ! — ^well, when the harvest comes 
I would avoid suggestive domes,* 
For still a shade prophetic lingers 
Where erst a matron burnt her fingers. 

Land of the butterfly and rose, 

Cashmir the blest ! thy charms disclose ; 

Sure scenery so lovely may 

Revive again Arcadia's day ; 

Ptiris are perched on every tree. 

And warble there incessantly ; — 

Oh ! what a change from British squalls, — 

With, gracious ! such a chance for shawls ! 

♦ Miniature templets are frequently met, marking the spot 
where a widow was set all in a blaze, z& zxa Auto de fi I — 
Suchee is truthful ; hence, Suttee, they say. 
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Thus musing in a fit of vapours 
I turned to skim the morning papers, 
And there I read a glowing speech, 
Intended innocents to teach. 
That man, as at the period 
Called glacial, — ^it sounds very odd, — 
Inhabits now the Arctic Pole, 
That country concave, like a bowl ! 

Eager, I read of icebergs, and so forth, 
Longing to visit the Magnetic North ; 
Asleep then fell, and had a vivid dream, 
We*d started Northward it appeared by steam, 
Not caring in the very least for cold. 
Determined all to find those men of old. 

Lapped within the Polar seas. 
Slowly sailing with the breeze. 
Ploughing through the young ice thin. 
Steadily our course we win, 
Hope to reach the promised goal 
High elates each hardy soul. 
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Soon the triumph ours may be 
Undiscovered climes to see, 
And when home we safe return 
Fame august our toils will earn. 
Thicker still the ice doth grow, 
Presently down comes the snow. 
And the wind first sighing faint 
Whistles loud with warning plaint ; 
Then the icy plain doth rock, 
Mass on mass, with sullen shock, 
Pile the upheaved slabs to form 
Mountains looming through the storm: 
Faster on, our course is set 
Where the water opens yet. 
Threading carefully our way 
Mid the new-made mounds, — and day 
Into twilight melts away : 
Now the passage clearer grows. 
Still two bergs our path oppose. 
Soon, alas I they drift so near, 
Hope is lost aside to steer. 
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But between a passage lies 

Safety fraught in sanguine eyes, 

Right and left a giant reared, 

Calm our crew whatever they feared, 

Close approach the walls of ice 

As to nip us in a vice. — 

From the passage we emerge, — 

When one berg with heavy surge 

Staggering towards us yearns, — 

Loud is shrieked ** She turns 1 she turns !" — 

All is drowned in one fell crash. 

Sportively the waters wash 

Over splinters newly rent, 

As below the vessel went. 

When tottered that vast pinnacle 

I had embraced the binnacle, 

My pet companion since we started. 

Not e'en by death could we be parted ; 

Loving, I'd viewed the trembling card 

Still true when storms were blowing hard. 
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And now my friendship to repay 
It springs with me away, away ! 
Swift as a pebble from a sling, 
Straight as an arrow from the string. 
Through snow, o'er ice, to dazzling plains 
Where a majestic silence reigns ; 
On, on we go, and downwards now 
In gentle slope the earth doth flow 
Descending deep, more deep Until 
From half-thawed ice there bursts a rill. 
Soon others joining, down they go 
Broken to light-lit spray below ; 
Darting on a rosy shore, 
Fixed the magnet moves no more. 
Breathless, in amaze I stand 
Gazing upon Fairyland. 

An seth'ry sea before me lay, 

*Mid crystal depths bright flashes play 

In form fantastic, yet like men. 

Now dazzling white, now red, and then 
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Transparent as surrounding space, 
Swiftly they urge their sportive chase 
To the profound, in wild career. 
Breaking to light the vapour clear, 
Anon, in waving sweeps they wind. 
Leaving a silv'ry track behind. 
Or to the surface sudden rise 
In bubbles of resplendent dyes. 
Which to fancy sparks give birth. 
At random shot to gladden earth. 
Those that reach a ready breast 
Some fond conceit leave there imprest,- 
When with darkening powers they war, 
Night's watchers view a falling star 
Gleaming awhile athwart the sky. 
Then, mortal grief beholding, — die ! 

Close to me one bubble large 
Rose upon the mystic marge. 
And assumed a human shape 
Round which silv'ry tissues drape 



TO BABYLON, 17 



'Neath transparent caul-like skin 
Veins of light pulsate within 
Fibres rosy, blue, and gold. 
Framed in Nature's noblest mould ; 
Soft a voice, whose tones entrance, 
Thrilled my bosom as a lance : — 

* Lady fair — I would propose, 

* If you will accept a spouse, 

* To achieve that happy lot, 

* In yon aether lies my grot 

* Where you may forget, I think, 

* Perils from which all would shrink, 

* Saving her whose lovely eyes 

* Pierce e'en fairies with surprise : 

* She who reigns despotic here 

* Favours me her chief vizier ; 

* Form a wish, I anxious wait 

* Your thought to anticipate ; 

* All that mortals most desire 

* We enjoy, from fancy's fire 

* To the rapture of possession, 

* Ev'ry pleasure in succession 



i8 NORTHWARD 



" Haunting woos the fond embrace 

" Of our evanescent race : — 

" For, though long, life seemeth brief 

" Unalloyed by care or grief; 

" When expectant wishes thrill 

" Merrily joy*s cup we fill, 

" But, when all is gained and felt, 

" Into apathy we melt. 

" I would, love, heart-joined with you, 

" Through your eyes all freshly view ; 

"When you bound with joy, my brain 

" Infant freshness will regain ; 

" When sad memories may dim 

" Your souFs windows, unto him 

" Who can chase remorse away 

" Tender thanks thy lips will pay : — 

" Deign to yield propitious breath, — 

" Scorn in Fairyland is death !" 

By this proposal, so abrupt. 
Struck mute, I could not interrupt 
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At first the flow of melody, 

Or even simper, blush, or sigh ; 

But soon returned my mother-wit, 

-For know, when fancy's torch is Ik, 

E*en imps by nature sadly bold 

Are less terrific to behold ; — 

So I commenced, with modest voice. 

To say — , " though flattered by his choice, 

" I felt the utter solitude 

" Made such attentions almost rude : — 

" Since, by strange hap from kindred torn, 

" My lot for aye must be to mourn, 

" Until kind death my woes may end, 

" Or fate may send a lady-friend 

" From whom my anguish-riven breast 

" Might gather sympathy and rest." 

But scarcely could my lips divide 

Before the form was at my side. 

And from his touch such tremors stray, 

As almost took my breath away ; 

No time was there to scream or faint. 

For a soft breeze with strong restraint 
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Swept me from off terrestrial ground 
Into the aeth'ry depths profound. 

A glow like unexpected bliss 

Bounds through my frame, I sudden miss 

All sense of weight and seem to glide 

Quite effortless in freedom's pride, 

While frolic fills my bosom as 

If giddy breathing laughing gas : 

Each faculty becomes most keen, 

Although unanxious and serene, 

Feehng, 'mid wonders whirHng by, 

An independent majesty: — 

Untired sight in beauty laving, 

The ear is soothed with ripples waving. 

Rare exquisite rich scents renew 

The joy of flowers bathed in dew. 

While ev'ry movement yields to touch 

A sense of soft enjoyment, such 

As fills existence with delight ; — 

Thus undulates our rapid flight, 
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Till reached a rainbow where is seen 
The palace of the fairy queen ! 

When above eternal snows 
Nature iridescent glows 
In the mystic skies, each ray 
Pictures but that palace gay 
As reflected to the ken 
Of misproud thick-sighted men : — 
Oft communing with a star 
Coruscant elf-throbbings are, 
Mortal thought surpassing — far ! 
For nor sight, nor signs describe 
All that quaint fantastic tribe 
Who in glittering state support 
The transcendent elfin court. 
Fancy fleecy cloudlets set 
In a dew-bespangled net 
Formed of threads prismatical 
From which sparks of glory fall, 
Often breaking to give place 
To some new-developed grace ; 
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When they move, a golden chime 
With e^ch gesture soft keeps time, 
. And a breeze enticing springs 
From the spreading of their wings, 
When they touch, a flash of flame 
Lights to crystal all their frame. 
And, as joys uprouse the blood. 
Scarlet streaks their tissues flood. 

At the whisper of my name 
Graciously to greet me came 
The fair sovereign of the place, 
An embodied type of grace. 
Diademed with wreath of moss 
And the eastern silver rose ; — * 
At her softly-breathed behest 
Roseleaf-covered boughs I prest. 
While rich fruits and nuts are spread 
In luxuriance round the bed, 

* Gul chandnee (rose silver), an exquisite flower, 
On a large bush of dark glossy green it is set, 
Like silver-white tissue, a fit fairy bower, 
All daintily crumpled into a rosette. 
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Then with soothing courtesy 
Merry elves assiduously 
Scatter flowers at my feet, 
And for comfort more complete, 
Lest too curious eyes assail, 
Round my couch to form a veil 
Closed the mantle of a sage, — 
Then the Fay Queen did engage 
I might feel quite private there. 
Since all dames with bosom bare 
Trust soft secrets to his care. 

As I gazed on this new neighbour 
Doubtless with but little favour, 
Serpent-like he seemed to guess 
Quick the cause of my distress, 
And with pacifying tone 
Whispered, " Though, my pretty one, 
" E'en with husbands to display 
" Nature's secrets, some might say 
" Were indelicate, with me 
" You may feel completely free ; 

c 2 
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" Studies deep have raised my mind 

" O'er the passions of mankind, 

" Knowing all the fair sex feel, 

" Sworn each weakness to conceal, 

" Blooming beauties I espy 

" With a scientific eye : 

" Here a wise maternal reign 

" Public safety to maintain 

" Grants authority to me 

"All things privately to see ; 

" Good or ill, what I prescribe 

" Is a law to this gay tribe, 

" And if ever wrong I do, 

" Tis that blessings may ensue : — 

** Fear not, my confessional 

" Purely is professional." 

I had listened to the close 
With scant patience, heaven knows. 
And abhorrence rising fast. 
Burst from out my lips at last, — 
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" Better trust a changeful sprite 
" Than a glozing hypocrite." 

Shrunk the shade, — but in his place, 
Fury flashing from her face. 
Settled hatred in her mien, 
Towered aloft the Fairy Queen : — 
Pierced her voice with rage-pent hiss ; 
" Wretched mortal ! and is this 
" Gratitude for all our care, 
" That audaciously you dare 
" Thus to flout my bosom friend 
" Who so kindly would defend 
" Our too gentle sex from woe ? 
" Swiftly back to Nature go, 
" See if that coy dame will give 
" E'en the barest means to live j 
" Here you might have revelled in 
" Ev'ry sense, content to win 
" Fancy's flame, embraced by Art, — 
" Yet fastidiously you start 
" At the very paltry cost 
" Of confiding in the most 
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" Delicate and wise of those 

" Whom for counsellors we choose ; 

** Is it that you doubt his skill 

" Brings deliverance from ill ? 

" Who pray else should hold the key 

" Of each hidden mystery ? 

'* Art may war with common sense, 

" But it is experience ! 

" Trying one thing, then another, 

" That enables him to smother, 

" With such wonderful success, 

** All the ills that life oppress : — 

" Back to boasted Nature rush 

" To escape a transient blush." 

Slumber deeper on me stole. 
Fades the vision as my soul 
Lulled awhile with unstrung chords 
To its temple rest affords ; 
Limbs subside to calm repose. 
Eyes and quivering lips reclose. 
From flushed features fades the glow. 
Hurried breathings gentle grow ; 
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Fancy from the mind doth pass, 
Did it not, how soon, alas ! 
Would that keen vibrating swell 
Shake to dust this mortal shell 

As recoiling waves retreat 
Till fresh floods their reflux meet, 
Then accumulating pow*r 
Curled aloft again they tow'r. 
Bursting on the sterile strand, 
Rudely rousing rock and sand, 
Flinging far impatient spray. 
Slowly wearing earth away ; — 
So thought ebbing leaves the brain. 
So refreshed renews the strain ; — 
Elves, their Art and faithless guile. 
Vanish, — bom but for a smile ; 
Fanc/s tide, mirrored in dreams, 
Swells again with deeper themes. 
Now, Against mortal rocks to break. 
Legend of lost love, awake ! 
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Proud Babylon, that city great, 
Seemed to defy the hand of fate ; 
Each citizen would boldly boast, 
" Freedom herself defends our coast !" 
So pure their piety, they deem 
Themselves of saints the very cream, 
The nobles quite bereft of pride 
Jostle the commons, side by side, 
And this the glory of that race, — 
Self-help ! can rise to any place ! 
Only get gold, no matter whence. 
That stamps the man of common sense. 
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And he*s the hero of the age 

Who points a path for traffic's rage, 

Yet as of course the priesthood know, 

Save for themselves, wealth's but so so. 

Prompt, savages to civilize. 

Annex their land, and then baptize ! 

Each struggles for a higher station. 

In this competing vigorous nation. 

While lovely woman's only care 

Centres in petticoats and hair, — 

Brats, children, if they needs must come, 

Ne'er keep the mother pent at home, 

For slipshod drudge, or stately nurse. 

Depending quite upon the purse. 

Awoken^ grumble at the cry 

Of helpless wailing infancy. 

And then the doctors were so clever 

That gold could purchase health for ever : 

The ladies say, so great their skill, 

Tis quite a pleasure to be ill ; 

Such delicacy 1 and so kind ! 

By education so refined, — 
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Each happy husband leaves his spouse 
Her penetralia to disclose, 
Then hies to business, greatly cheered ; 
Atrocious had he interfered ! 

Through close-built piles of lime and clay 

A noble river bends its way, 

Whose rushing waves impetuous curled 

Around the navies of the world : 

But ere that stream with swelling breast 

Reached the dominion of unrest. 

Tranquil *neath arching trees it swept, 

AVhere 'mid the leaves bright sunbeams crept 

Toying with flecks of light and shade 

The emerald lawns on which they played. 

Two lovers on the bank recline, 

Round one fair form strong arms entwine 

And tenderly embracing press 

With gestures of such gentleness 

As may reveal a heart's warm throb 

Stainless of taints which beauty rob ; 
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All trustfully reposes there 

A face half hid in golden hair, 

Whose wavy tresses seem to greet 

Loose bound the waters at her feet ; 

Blue meet blue eyes of varying tint, 

These full of light with rapture glint 

Reflecting in expression's glow 

The violet blue upraised below ; 

Massive the front, the features, bold 

Yet finely cut, of manhood told, 

Which gaze upon a face so small 

And delicately chiselled, all 

The graces which high birth attend 

With rustic hues seem there to blend ; 

Lips, joined to lips as loving, steal 

The fervent thought they mutual feel. 

Then in deep accents sorrow breaks 

Upon their joy, as Euric speaks : 

" Dearest, my own, when first clasped near 

" Our hearts beat time, I thrilled with fear 

" That such blest fate as holding thee 

" Would jealous make divinity ; — 
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" How ev'ry moment we have spent 

" Entranced together seems as rent 

" Too quickly from the web of Hfe ; 

" We must return unto the strife 

" Of the mixed multitude, nor dwell 

" For aye like hermits in a cell ; — 

" Regard me not with mute amaze, 

" I cannot bear thy doubtful gaze, — 

" Not mine the wish, but duty will 

" From all we most prize sever still ; — 

" I were not worthy of your love 

" If to my king I faithless prove, — 

" To-morrow's mom must bear away 

" Me from myself ! — I could not say 

" Sooner the words to break that rest 

" In which our souls enthralled were blest ;- 

" Ah ! look not so, — nay, try to weep, — 

" Tears from despair the wretched keep." 

With strong constraint, in altered voice, 
Eva replied, " Not mine the choice 
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" To lure my love from honour's track, 

" Or selfishly to keep him back 

" When his brave will would onward cleave, 

" This, this ! my comfort to believe 

" That he is safe amid the sea 

" Of life, and yearning still for me, 

" Again to be, when gracious heaven 

" May pity me, to these arms given ; 

" This desolation of the heart, 

" Alas ! you share — but need we part ? 

" I can endure all other woe ; 

" I plead, I plead ! with thee to go." 

" It cannot be, the wish is wild ! 

" Could thy soft form, thy spirit mild 

" Endure the hardships of a life 

" Decreed to suffering or strife ? 

" How could you witness thousands bleed, 

" Or, worse 1 behold each nameless deed 

" Which chills the shout of victory, 

" In fallen towns, with piercing cry? 
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" If thou wert present, all unmanned 

" I could not with calm brow command 

" The battle's terrible array, 

" Or careless hew my own red way ; 

" To rougher man resign the jar 

" Of storms ; *tis left thee, harder far 

" To bear, the weary task to wait 

" All patiently until kind fate 

" Unite again our longing eyes ; 

" And, though now threaten stormy skies, 

" Recall how brightly joy has shone, — 

" It will return, my lovely one I" 

« * * 

" Home, home ! once more ; right well I know 

" Each landmark in the vale below, 

" How drear and long the years have sped, 

" Since parting hence with heart like lead ; 

" How happy Eva soon will be, 

" How fondly will she cling to me !" 

Up to the entrance quick he bounds. 
And listens for accustomed sounds 
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Which might direct his anxious ear \ 
No soft low accents murmur near, 
Then to her room he hastening flew. 
His eagerly expectant view 
Encounters not the loved one there, 
All seemed left desolate and bare, 
One golden tress keen search revealed, 
Wound round a paper sably sealed. 

" Deem me as dead, — I am to thee 
" For ever dead, you ne'er shall see 
" That face which once reflected bright 
" In happiness thy spirit's light, 
" Corroded by corruption's wave, — 
" O ! why were you not near to save ? 
" Think but of me as one who died 
** That fatal mom you left my side, 
" And, as we parted, still I stood 
" Half stupified in vacant mood, 
" Till raising to my breast a hand, 
" As if to loose some tightened band. 
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" I felt this treasured curl of thine, 

" Which with my own I did entwine 

" That they united aye might dwell, — 

" Tis past, 'tis past ! loved ! lost I farewell !" 



The mountains ! The mountains ! 
Loom vast above the plain, 

Light streaked with silver fountains 
In haste to join the main ; 
They stand against a clear blue sky, 
The sentinels of liberty ! 
They wreathe their stately brows in mist. 
When by tear-burdened cloudlets kist ; 
They mirror human joy and pain. 
Now sunny all, then drenched in rain. 

I would feel, I would feel 
The fresh and buoyant air ; 

And would dwell, and would dwell 
With my sorrow ever there, 
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*Mid hardy herbage never rank, 
Where poverty though rough is frank, 
High raised above the seething crowd 
All passion-tost, tumultuous, loud. 
And learn from Nature, lovely still, 
Forgetfulness of mortal ill. 

I will climb, I will climb. 
Though steep the upward path. 

Though thunderstorms may brim 
Each torrent into wrath ; 
They rave against their rocky bed, 
All patiently I'll learn, instead. 
To curb emotion swelling high. 
And flow on ever silently, 
Until, perchance, my earthly course 
May lose the torture of remorse. 

Let me sleep, let me sleep 
Upon the mountain breast ; 

A rowan tree should weep 
Red berries o'er my rest ; 
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Twould be a spot, if ever found 
By my lost love, of hallowed ground ; 
And I would have the loveliness 
Of Nature soften his distress, 
That he might for awhile forget 
That love and sorrow ever met. 

Placed in a highland wild remote 
Appears a rudely-fashioned cot. 
Rough stones together rolled with green 
Moss-filled interstices between, 
Boughs overhead slope from the hill, 
There reared abi:upt, and stretch until 
They rest upon the lowly wall. 
With slabs of schist piled over all, 
Or else when wintry tempests play 
Soon had the roof been rent away ; 
A brawling rill which rippled near 
With constant murmur fills the ear. 
And fertile makes, despite its haste, 
A garden plot won from the waste 
By feeble hands, once soft and white. 
That labour is the chief delight 
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Of her who lonely liveth there, 
Wrapt in the shadow of despair, 
So far removed from haunts of men 
As might a wild beast shape its den. 

Years now have past since first she came 
To the poor dwelling of a dame 
Not far from that vast solitude 
Where rarely stranger steps intrude ; 
The wanderer prayed to rest awhile, 
And soothed the dame, with gentle guile, 
To tell the suflTrings of her life ; — 
How happy she, when first a wife. 
Until .the hateful call of war 
Snatched her beloved to roam afar 
In faithfiil service to his chief; 
Then came his death ; and then with grief 
She sickened ; and her baby died ; 
Since then, she strove herself to hide 
For ever from the sight of mirth, 
And hoped not long for her was earth ; 
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Lighted the wanderer's haggard eye 
With unaffected sympathy \ 
She said, " My woe must ne'er be known, 
" But it, perchance, exceeds your own." 
They parted not, some secret bond 
Had knit their hearts in friendship fond : 
Gk)ld, when she came, the stranger brought. 
And many a deed of mercy wrought 
Among the thinly-scattered poor 
Who blest her, as a spirit pure 
Descended from another sphere, 
Their ills to mend, their griefs to cheer : 
She taught the maidens how to twine 
Fine threads in many a graceful line ; 
The doubtful from her counsel gained, 
The erring oft her voice restrained. 
The ignorant she tried to teach, 
Had meek compassion upon each ; 
And little children awed would look 
With wonder on that solemn book 
Wherein she read such gracious words. 
Which to the dying soul affords 
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Hope's radiance, ere the vital spark 

Is quenched, and leaves its temple dark. 

When winter came, the peasant friend 

Drew near her pilgrimage's end ; 

But lingered until budding spring 

Gave snowdrops for her guest to bring 

And deck with white and green the bed 

Whereon now rests a tranquil head ; 

Closed are the eyes, the lips apart 

Half smiled, as if about to start 

From some blest dream ! that dream will last ! 

For earthly cares and thoughts are past ! 

With feeling-fraught respect they lay 
Beside her child the lifeless clay ; 
And raise, at the survivor's will, 
That cot against a rugged hill ; 
She said that she would dwell apart. 
Though dearly prized each highland heart. 
And still all those whom cares oppress 
Would find she yearned to help distress. 
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The autumn winds blow cold and shrill, 
They seem to chide each little rill 
With feeble sloth, as, hurrying by, 
The rain-charged clouds all swiftly fly. 
Now thin, now massed, athwart the moon, 
Then gathering round the mountain soon, 
And wreathed in many a dark festoon. 

Low mutt'ring heard the storm's deep voice 

Bids all aerial sprites rejoice ; 

In fitful gusts careering, they 

Hasten the summons to obey ; 

And every plant, that feels their breath. 

Quivers convulsed, half bends beneath, 

Then rigid stands, awaiting death, 

A dazzling line zigzags the cloud, 

Anon the thunder crackles loud. 

As if the vault above had split 

And heaven all glorious gleamed through it ! 

Far echoes answer to the call, 

Deeper the darkness seems to fall 

O'ershrouding earth, as in a pall. 
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Some big drops come, — another crash, 
And down the mist-bom torrents lash ; 
Right furiously on earth they bound, 
Frantic to woo the fev'rish ground ; 
While the pent winds, let loose again, 
Careless their passion to restrain. 
Wildly distort th' enamoured rain. 

Moonlight breaks through, the storm is o*er. 
As, issuing from her cot's low door. 
Stands the recluse, with fervent eye 
Reviling in that grand scenery : 
The bubbling rill, with swollen pride. 
Dashes adown the mountain side 
Towards a rift profoundly deep, 
Where towering cliflfs rise sheerly steep, 
And overbounds in thin cascade, — 
Hark ! was not that a cry for aid, 
That mingles with the fall's faint roar ? 
Quickly she hastens to explore. 
And, as she nears the cliflfs' sharp brow. 
More clearly can distinguish now 
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A human shout, then views a form 
Poised on a tree which, in the storm, 
From the opposing brink had slipped 
Some fathoms, and then loosely nipped 
Between two rocks its course thus stayed. 
Seems but few moments there delayed. 

" 'Tis he ! 'tis he ! help gracious Heaven ! 

" To me, though lost, yet be it given 

" To save the noble life I mar, — 

" How can I pass this dreadful scaur ?** 

Swift fell her glance, — it must avail, — 

A pine uprooted by the gale 

And hurled across, may form a bridge, — 

Naked her feet along the ridge. 

Without a pause of weak delay. 

Undaunted trace their fearful way. 

Ne'er wav'ring, straight in front she gazed, 

Her heart in prayer to Heaven is raised. 

Light o'er the narrow path she trod. 

And gained at last th' opposing sod ; 



TO BABYLON. 45 



Soon nimble hands in strips have rent 
Her outer vest, with the intent 
That joined, she may a rope extend 
O'er the cliflTs side, — but still the end 
Falls short to reach that sunken tree, 
Which sways as if it soon would flee 
Down the abyss, — long tresses shorn 
From that fair head, half cut, half torn. 
Lengthen the line, till — joy, O joy ! 
" Twill reach ! the rocks shall not destroy 
" My noble one !" — ^an oak at hand 
Threw branches o'er the fresh-slipped land. 
One end there tied, the other, thrown 
Below, is grasped ! as with a groan 
The fallen tree forsakes its rock 
And crashes down with unchecked shock. 

She sees him climb each slender link. 
And safely land upon the brink, 
Herself concealed, then glides away 
To summon guides, though distant they 
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Who may conduct, not hers the task, 
And well she teaches, should he ask 
Who saved him, truthfully to say 
A hermit living far away 
From all mankind, and seldom met. 
Wroth with intrusive seekers, yet 
Helping the fallen,— her decree — 
" Feel ! but ne'er offer thanks to me/' 
All vain that lesson, ev'ry hair 
Twined in the rope one name declare ; 
But now exhausted strength denies 
Power to track where fast she flies ; 
Helpless, benumbed, the peasants found 
Him toiling still to search around. 
They bear him to their dwellings straight. 
Where he perforce till light must wait. 
But with the dawn, whatever betide, 
Euric shall find his long-lost bride. 

Whilst death-like in a hut he sleeps, 
In deeper shade sad darkness creeps 
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Around the cloud-wrapt mountains, now 
The air grows thick with flakes of snow. 
Snow, ever snow, incessant fall 
Those feath'ry flakes enshrouding all, 
Each speck so soft, so light, so weak, 
Yet, massed, resistlessly they break 
All in their path, with sullen craunch, 
As thunders down the avalanche. 
Snow, ever snow, daylight delayed 
Scarce struggles through the falling shade. 
When Euric wakened with a start, 
Impulsively at once to dart 
In quest of her who in a dream 
Wan, yet reality, did seem ; 
Quick roused a guide whom gifts engage. 
Though loath, to show the hermitage : 
With struggling steps, no pathway found. 
They labour o'er the thick-strewn ground. 
And reach a point nigh to the cot, 
But yet their sight discovers not 
Its outline mid the white expanse. 
Closer they search with anxious glance. 
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Smoothed o'er with snow upheaves a heap, 

" Twas there 1" love bounds with madden'd leap, 

To find, 'mid ruins crushed, that form 

Whose touch first made his pulses warm ; 

Life lingers yet, he frees each limb, 

She breathes ! she looks ! then speech comes dim. 

" Guide friend, depart, — list, Euric dear, 
'* For there are words which you must hear 
" Ere I am dust, — death gives me pow'r 
" To utter, in this solemn hour, 
" That which, did hope of life remain, 
" Must hide, or burst my heart in twain. 
" When you were lost, I heart-sick pined, 
" My body sufTring with the mind, 
" Till for my life friends anxious grew, 
" And one, accurst, said that she knew 
" A sage, though youthful, great his fame, 
" Who read each secret of the frame, 
" And could by deep and potent lore, 
" Calmness and health to each restore : 
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" My mother urged his skill to try, 

" Feeble and spiritless was I, 

" Yet my consent withholding still, 

" They brought the demon, 'gainst my will. 

" I cannot utter with what art 

" He shocked, then soothed my matron heart, 

" Worked on my fears, my love of thee, 

" Till, triumphing o*er modesty, 

" With drugs, and touches taught of hell, 

" Unconscious half, half mad — I fell. 

** Euric, I feel the love of death 

" Joining our souls, as parts my breath \ 

" In thy embrace sin, sorrow fade, — 

" Yet, as was I, are hosts betrayed ; 

" Save women frail from their worst foe ! 

" Pardon my soul, O God ! — I go. ' 

Beside her grave no stone is set, 
No tears, save dew, the flowerets wet. 
Which flourish o*er each grosser thing 
Where elf loves trace a fairy ring ; 
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Unceasing, from the rill close by, 
A Naiad whispers lullaby ; 
Swift falls the lark by foe opprest 
To seek a shelter on her breast \ 
There butterfly and honey-bee 
Syrups and scents inhale with glee ; 
The field mouse fearless makes her home 
Where crawling serpent dare not come \ 
All lowly things that harmless dwell 
Securely thrive beneath Love's spell. 

And Euric ! — ^ah ! his ftiture fate, — 
111 may crude rhyme deep sorrows state, — 
Ever repulsed, yet struggling still, 
Hope against hope, to stem foul ill ; — 
Leave we untold that tale of grief) 
Turn ye who list the final leaf. 

A wan old man whose eyes wax dim. 
Bitter the world had b^en to him, 
Pausing awhile from toil of pen. 
Urged in a narrow dismal den. 
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Sank, as his wont, to reverie, 
Truth-tortured, he*d to fancy fly 
For shadowy enjoyment, then 
To wake but with a sigh. 

Softly, as steals the new moon's ray 
After the glare of tropic day. 
Over the numbed brain hov'ring float 
Forms on which thronging fancies dote, 
Presences pure in power drest. 
Soothing as sleep on some loved breast, 
Swelling to song that rapture note 
Music of bosoms blest 

Up, rising up, so martlets trace, 
Scarce waving wings, extended space. 
Doubt and distress and body worn 
Lost like sad dreams dispelled by mom. 
Whose recollection limns but shade 
Tints by which bliss more bright is made. 
Liberty, Light, and Love new bom, — 
Ills and illusions &de. 
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Where -^ther, gemmed with many a sun, 
Creation's breath 'mid Chaos dun, 
Imperial orb in His right hand — 
Who firmament 'twixt waters spanned, 
Teems with unnumbered joyous shapes 
Whose glowing limbs the rainbow drapes, 
Thither, as storm-tost bark to land. 
The rescued soul escapes. 

. From that blue ball around which twist 
Columns and wreaths of half-lit mist. 
Where, e'en in sleep, conceptions frail 
Ever retain the serpent's trail, — 
Words in the room in whispers said. 
Slowly they raise the sunken head. 
Little may pity now avail. 
Sadly they mutter « Dead." 
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